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man to attend to the Pandit and asked to be taken
to the Pandit's house. In five minutes he had
reached the place and was standing beside his old
friend and teacher.

On seeing the King the Pandit tried to rise
from his bed but could not. " What is this ? "
said the King : " Should you do me the honours
even when you are lying with battered limbs?"
He sat down and touched the Pandit's head and
hand and asked : u Where are you injured ? How
are you feeling ? " The Pandit spoke in a feeble
voice and slowly. " Sire, my journey on earth is
finished. You have to give me leave to part in
this life. As I was brought home now, I feared
that the sight I had of you as I took of leave you
in the palace was the last vouchsafed to me. My
King has been gracious and has come to me on my
death-bed and I have the joy of seeing him again."

The King's eyes filled with tears. He did not
know what to say. The Pandit indicated with his
hand where he was injured and said that he was
in great pain. The King bent his head to the old
man's ear and said in a low voice : " Who could
have attacked you ? Could it be friends of Thiru-
malarya ?"

The Pandit opened his eyes wide and said :
"What a thought, sire!" The King said nothing.